SAILOR     ON    HORSEBACK

his name to spurious cheques, and lastly, made love to
women as the red-blooded, primitive Jack London. Letters
came in constantly from people who told about meeting him
in places he had never been. All of this amused him until a
double turned up in San Francisco who began to make love
to a lady by the name of Babe. Babe sent open-faced postcards
to Glen Ellen asking," Don't you love me any more ?" signing
them, "Your sweetheart." Because of the uncertainty of his
antecedents, strangers claimed him as their son, brother,
uncle, cousin. One story emerged from a family in Oswego,
New York, that Jack London was in reality Harry Sands,
who had run away from home at the age of fourteen.
Newspapers printed the pictures of Harry Sands and Jack
London side by side, so the public might be given an
opportunity to detect a resemblance.

Mingled with his good reviews and favourable stories
were frequent literary attacks against him. There was the
accusation of falsifying life in Alaska, of not knowing about
what he was writing. Fred Thompson, with whom Jack
had packed into the Yukon, and who remained in Alaska for
twenty years, chuckled at these reports as he remembered
the sourdoughs of Alaska waiting impatiently for Jack's tales
of the Klondike, considering them the most authentic
material written about them.

Plagiarism suits were so frequent he was almost never
without one. As far back as 1902 he had been accused of
stealing a short story from one Frank Norris had published.
When it was learned that still a third man had published a
story on the identical subject, the matter was investigated
and it was found that the three writers had been stirred by
the same report of an occurrence in Seattle. Stanley Waterloo,
upon whose Story ofAb Jack had based his Before Adam^ caused
an international scandal after the publication of the book.
Jack replied by acknowledging his debt to Waterloo, then
insisted that primitive man was in the realm of public
domain. Frank Harris, erratic writer and editor, from one
of whose articles Jack had lifted for The Iron Heel a speech
purportedly made by the Bishop of London, now earned